100
—keeps himself firm and steady. I'm certain they'll let
him out soon."
"Soon/' repeated the mother with a tender smile, com-
forted. "I'm sure it'll be soon,"
"Then everything's all right. And now give me a glass
of tea and tell me how you've been getting on."
He saw her smiling all over, so soft and kind, with a
glimmer of love lighting eyes shadowed by sadness.
"I'm so fond of you, Andryusha," she sighed, studying
his thin face, comically overgrown with dark bushes of
beard.
"Just a little bit would be enough to make me happy,"
he said, rocking back and forth on his chair, "I know
you're fond of me. Your heart's big enough to love every-
body."
"But I love you especially," she insisted. "If you had
a mother, everybody would envy her for having such a
son."
The khokhol shook his head and rubbed it briskly with
both hands.
"I have a mother somewhere or other." His voice was
low,
"Guess .what I did today!" she exclaimed, and
launched on an excited description of how she had taken
the leaflets into the factory, slightly enhancing the tale in
her enthusiasm.
At first he opened his eyes wide in amazement, then
burst into laughter.
"Oho!" he cried happily. "That's not to be sneezed at!
That's real help! Won't Pavel be happy? That's marvel-
lous, nenko—for Pavel and everybody else!"
His whole body rocked back and forth. He cracked his
fingers and whistled in transport, radiating joy and cal-
ling forth a strong and full response from the mother*
"You blessed Andryusha!" she said, the flood-gates of
her heart opening up to let out the stream of words that
rushed forth, splashing and sparkling in quiet joy. "When
I think of my own life—oh merciful Jesus! What did I

